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Perhaps the reason that I attained it so late,
was, that in these rambles, I preferred crossing
the country as the crow flew, and in the present
instance, therefore, I must have crossed through
the Thames, and it was a long while ere I could
prevail upon myself to pass by such a circuitous
route as Windsor and the Life Guards' banacks,
for an object otherwise comparatively close to
me.
About this time, then, I started for and
reached it. From that day, I have always
thought, that were it in my power to choose a
region wherein to spend my days, this should
be it. It is the only spot I have yet chanced
upon, which, when viewed from the distance,
with its details filled up in the imagination, de-
lightfully fulfils and gratifies it to the utmost.
What view can be more heavenly, than when
we look through and over the tops of the stag-
headed oaks, along the valley spread out be-
neath us, with the Thames winding and glisten-
ing in the sun, and the noble castle of Windsor
in the horizon, proudly rearing itself into the
sky?
Notwithstanding this scene, I had been
rather earnestly observing a distant but very
lady-like figure walking across the grass, by the
side of some rails, and I felt somewhat disap-
pointed, and dissatisfied, when, at length, it